THE TRAIN
to their home and told them that she was married, asked
where Vanya was and sent greetings. ...
It was then that he commanded himself to forget her. It
was still difficult, but possible—little by little he put her
from him, became accustomed to the thought that she
was not for him; gradually the memory of her, of the
perfume of her hair, became fainter, and all that had
been became like some dream from the far past. But the
main thing now was that he was graduating from the
Party school and would be going to serve his time in the
army; he thought continually of the life before him and
prepared for it in every way, he felt it as something very
important and responsible. ...
Nevertheless—suddenly, without any warning, he
would see her before him, radiant, clear and vivid as
ever—the lines of her throat, her laughing mouth, the
wet strands of hair clinging to her temples and shoulders
—"Comb it, Vanya. ..." But time passed, he grew,
became a man, a worker, and the vision came more and
more seldom. ... And thank God for that!
He served two years in the Red Army, and during that
time he read a great deal, especially books on political
subjects, and joined the Communist Party. When he was
demobilized and returned home, he was elected to the
district executive committee and made vice-chairman.
After that he had to undertake all kinds of work—in
the Party, in local administration, in agriculture and
industry.
There was no trace of Fai'na, she had gone away to
some eastern district with her husband, and now another
woman was beside Danilov—his wife.
He had married the miller's daughter, Dusya, after
all—not just to please his mother, it had come about of
itself soon after he was demobilized and began working
in the district administration. Even while he was still
in the army he had felt that he ought to marry. Now he
occupied a prominent position, he wanted to live in
such a way mat he would be respected, that no kind of
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